CHAPTER IV

ON her arrival in Vieshenska, Aksinia went to stay with an
aunt living on the outskirts not far from the new church.
She spent all the first day looking for Gregor, but he had not
arrived in Vieshenska. The whole of the following day
bullets were whistling and shells bursting in the streets, and
she could not pluck up sufficient resolution to leave the hut.
" He told me to come to Vieshenska, promised we'd be
together, and now he's flying the devil knows where ! n she
thought angrily, biting her lips as she lay on a chest in the
best room.    Her old aunt sat at the window knitting aji
stocking and crossing herself after each shot.
" Oh, Lord Jesus ! It's terrible, terrible ! And what are
they fighting for ? What are they eating one another for ? "
she whimpered, as the window-glass scattered with a jangle
over the floor of the hut.
" Auntie ! Come away from the window ; you may be
hit," Aksinia asked her. The old woman stared absurdly at
her under her spectacles and replied in an annoyed tone :
" Aksinia, you're a fool ! Am I an enemy of theirs ? Why
should they fire at me ? ' '
tf You may get killed by accident.  They can't see where-
their bullets are going."
" Well, so then they'll kill me ! They don't see who they're
shooting at, don't they ? They're shooting at the cossacks ;
the cossacks are their enemies. I'm old and a widow, what
should they want to shoot me for ? I expect they know who
they're aiming at with their rifles and cannons."
At noon of that day Gregor galloped down the street,
bending close over his horse's neck. Aksinia saw him from
the window, and ran out on to the porch, crying :
" Grishka ! " But Gregor had already disappeared around '
the corner, leaving the dust to settle gently on the road. It
was useless to run after him. ^She stood on the steps weeping
angry tears.                        *                                            >
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